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K very two or three years, - 
people start dumping on the 
Sports Illustrated Peek-a-boo How- 
Does-That-Thing-Stay-Up? Swim- 
suit Issue, talking about how de- 
meaning it is to women. 

Lemme explain something 
here. 

It’s women who get all the 
money! : | 

Talk aboutaprofessionwhere § '? 
the women do control the money— . 
it’s modeling. Some of these 
cheekbony leg-a-ramas get a eg { 
couple hundred thou just for hav- q efi 
ing their picture taken for one y 
day. 

Ask the muscleman model 
standing behind Paulina Porizkova 
with a gold chain wrapped around 
his chest—ask him how much he’s 
getting for the day. How about 
$150 and a box lunch? 

There was all this publicity 
this year about Dean Smith’s wife 
writing to all the Sports Illustrated 
advertisers and telling em how 
they shouldn’t give the magazine 
money. Dean Smith is the basket- 
ball coach at North Carolina, and 
his wife thinks the swimsuit issue 


isimmoral and anti-family. What's Rutger Hauer is a coffee-swilling, chocolate-chewing cop who 
really amazing, though, is that descends into the sewers of London in search of a genetic DNA 
one of the advertisers actually /is- mutant creature who enjoys human-heart burgers, in Split 


tened to her and agreed with her. Second. 
Hyundai. trated bandwagon, arguing that the magazine cre- 
Figures, doesn’t it? The only car that no Sports ates anunrealisticimage of what most female bodies 
Illustrated swimsuit model would ever be caught look like. 
dead in. Lemme explain something else here. 
Other women jumped on the anti-Sports Illus- Weknow this is not what most female bodies look 


INSIDE : Big Breasts in Florida, Brinke Stevens, Gunnar Hansen 





like. This is why we like these female bodies instead 
of the 1.5 billion other female bodies they could have 
chosen. We know that we're talking about one-one- 
thousandth of one per cent of all the women in the 
world who can wear those swimsuits that look like a 
piece of Saran Wrap twisted like a cruller donut. 

And it’s not just the swimsuit either. How can 
these women come up out of the surf, dripping wet, 
on their hands and knees, and still have this expres- 
sion on their faces like they just woke up? [’m 
surprised they don’t have more drowning accidents 
down at Cancun every year. 

One more thing. Did you notice that, when 
Michael Jordan was on the cover of Sports Illus- 
trated, muscular, sweaty, dominant, slam-dunking 
his way to his first billion dollars, there wasn’t an 
organization of men boycotting advertisers because 
the magazine was creating an unfair standard for 
men to live up to? 

Welike it that he can play basketball better than 


we can. 
We like it that these gals can fill out a Spandex 
swimsuit better than anybody else. 
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If we wanted to see a magazine full of average- 
looking men doing average-looking stuff, we’d buy 
the National Kiwanis Reporter. 

And if we wanted to see the typical female body, 
we'd pick up a copy of Organic Gardening Weekly. 

I don’t wanna have to explain this again. 

Speaking of people who could use a little shut- 
eye, Rutger Hauer looks like a guy who clubs himself 
in the face with a bag of ball bearings right before 
every scene, to get that special face-down-in-the- 
pavement look, and he’s never perfected it more than 
in Split Second, which finally made it to the drive-in, 
and I’ve got to say, this is one of the best Predator 
ripoffs ever made. 

Rutger’s a caffeine-addicted London cop in the 
year 2008, when “global warming” has turned the 
whole world into one giant sauna, and where all the 
streets are knee-deep in water, and where some kind 
of genetic DNA mutant with the brain of a rat is out 
there ripping out human hearts and chewing on em 
like Reese’s Peanut Butter Cups. 

Rutger starts hanging out at underground night- 
clubs where topless dancers dress up like Hannibal 
Lecter, because he keeps getting these psychic 
brainwaves that tell him exactly where the serial 
mutant is gonna strike next. Of course, this is easy 
to explain, because the mutant ate Rutger’s partner 
three years earlier, while Rutger was having an 
affair with his partner’s wife, Kim Cattrall, who 
slinks around in a black spaghetti-strap chemise for 
most of the flick. So basically what we’ve got here is 
Dirty-Harry-Meets-Blade-Runner, until Rutger finds 
out that the creature, called “Thresher,” is, oh, about 
twelve feet tall and able to turn steel-reinforced 
doors into origami projects. 

Unfortunately, Rutger’s partner is a Scottish 
weenie in a suit and tie whose purpose in life is to get 
shoved into mud puddles and thank Rutger for the 
privilege. Those wacky Scots! 

Have you ever noticed how, in these British 
flicks, all the cops try to talk like American cops, but 
it never comes out right? Like the police chief in this 
one. He says “Watch your ahss!” 

Watch my ahss? 

Please. 

Eleven dead bodies. Six breasts. Chest carving. 
Giant rat splattering. Exploding heart. Hearts roll. 
Gratuitous Michael J. Pollard. Kung Fu. Electrocu- 
tion Fu. Drive-In Academy Award nominations for 
Rutger Hauer, as the coffee-swilling, chocolate-chew- 
ing paranoid psycho cop who says “The only thing we 
know for sure is that he’s not a vegetarian!”; Neil 
Duncan as the Scottish serial-killer expert and mas- 
seur who says “I think he’s a psychotic with a 
psychopathic personality”; and Kim Cattrall, as the 
ex-girlfriend, who gets attacked in the shower and 
says “It bit me!” 

Three stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 





dventures in Wonderland: Three-volume release of epi- Minnesota lawyer forced by a judge’s community-service sentence 
A sodes from the highly-rated Disney Channel prograny wat eo magcing a pee" wee co team. Harned $50 million at the box 
Disney. $12.99 each. h offic Wal Apr.14. _ — 
Darkwing Duck, His Favorite Adventures: Four- uae col- _ 
lection of the cartoons deemed “ vorite” by Darke Duck fans. Vv 
Walt Disney. $12.99 each. Mar. 26. _ airlin 
The Amy Fisher Story: Video Please of the ABC version, wa _ Alex Dat 
“additional footage,” drawn fro1 AP : yrint and TV accounts and court office. 
proceedings, starring Drew Barry | 0 
who says she was involved 1 an affair with Joey Buttafuoco era atari 7 ouseWw: 
(Anthony John Denison), up until the time she assaulted for being the wile of a porno theate ywner—until she meets her 
Buttafuoco’s wife, Mary Jo. The strangest element in this version dream man, Tab Hunter, and Sings peein to change. New Line. 
is Harley Jane Kozak playing New York newspaper columnist $19.95. Apr.14. — : 
Amy Pagnozzi. Capital Cities/ABC. $99.99. Mar. 31. The Public Eye: Sudan drama starring Joe Pesci as an 
The Player: Video release of the comedy starring Tim Robbins _ eccentric tabloid photographer whose camera captures both the 
as an ambitious movie studio executive whose already shakycareer society world and the underworld, with Barbara ane as the 
starts crumbling when he receives anonymous death threats from glamorous woman who touches his soul. Also staz 
a rejected screenwriter. In desperation he kills—but didhekillthe Tucci, Jerry Alder, Jared darris. \ 
right man? Also starring Greta Scacchi, Whoopi Goldberg, $34.98 (aserdise): Ap pr. 
Fred Ward, Peter Gallagher and cameos by 65 Hollywood stars. 
id by Robert Altman. New Line. _ 99 ice $39.99 







































The Indianapolis 500: ‘Race toG lory: Video fier of America’s 
best-attended single-day sporting event, from its beginnings through 
1992’s closest ever finish. PolyGram. $14.95. Apr. 20. 

The Adventures of Frank and aos: Twelve episodes of 
1anger serial about the ou 
n for rip-offs committed 
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murder. Starring Kevin Kline, Mary Elizabeth Mastrantonie. : ay on the various cliffhanger serials made by Republic Rchices, 

Kevin ‘Baaeey Harned — million at the box office. ON ae oad — Leonard Maltin commenting : on the heroes, stunts, 
. ek blic. $14.98. 
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sembles a8 team of top killers to infiltrate the _— echelon of the 
French heroin traffickers who caused the drug-induced as of his 





Paramogas $14. 95. Apr. 21. ==— sj. 

Night and the City: Remake of the 1 1950 film noir 5 starring 
Richard Widmark and Gene Tierney, with Robert DeNiro as a 
fast-talking New York lawyer who plunges into the boxing world 
as fight promoter to escape his dead-end life, and Jessica Lange 
as the local bartender who gets caught up ina hustle with him. Also 
starring Alan King as a ruthless sports impresario, Cliff Gorman, 
Jack Warden, Eli Wallach. Fox. $99.99. Apr. 21. 
feel alive again—and thinks she finds it in wealthy Pet Sematary II: Horror sequel, based on Stephen King’s 
professional John Shea, who is not what he seems. Also starring novel, starring Edward Furlong and Anthony Edwards as 
Tom Irwin. MCA/U niversal. bs 98 pee). $34. 98 (laserdisc). | teenagers who unleash secrets of the undead when they take a 

beloved pet to the Indian burial ground that has powers of resur- 
rection. Also starring Jared Rushton. Earned $17 million al the 
a box office. Paramount. $99.99. Apr. 21. 

__- The Phantom Rider: Twelve episodes of the dighancer rial 
_ about a masked avenger crusading to stamp out lawlessness and 
eau brothers | dosegh Bottoms, move inte the _bring peace of mind to the Indians. Republic. . $29.98 . 
ome. Also sterrae Christopher Plummer. New : Riot: First video release of a 1969 priso -escape thriller 

e0). starring Jim Brown and Gene Hackman convicts breaking 
The ‘Mighty Docks: "Gottiedy marine Emilio Estevex4 as a out of Arizona State Prison. Paramount. $14.95. Apr. 21. 
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| : Suspense thriller starring Mimi Rogers as a 
ded by murder and death who needs someone to 















While Joe Bob muses on how this cabaret thing happened, we have more... 


Bloody Florida Lingerie 


ve been working on my new cabaret act, “Joe 

Bob Briggs Sings Leopold and Loeb.” 

No, really. ’m not kidding. I had to do it. How 
could I expect people to respect me in the nineties if 
I didn’t have a cheap tuxedo, fourteen songs about 
despair in a crummy Berlin apartment, and a piano 


Stephanie Spencer samples the Florida singles scene, in 


Satan Place. 


accompanist named Marcel? 

When did this cabaret thing happen? 

When did we go from saying, “Look over there— 
a weenie lounge lizard in a piano bar,” to saying “Oh, 
look, honey, it’s Enzio Vischonti, the famous cabaret 
interpreter of obscure Cole Porter songs performed 
at Swiss mountain resorts”? 

All over America, there are women named Greta 
buying red cocktail dresses with spangles so they can 
sit on a piano and say, “Much of life is loving, and 
much of life is losing, because you don’t get one 
without the other, and that’s what I try to convey in 
my music, with a little help from Marty Carnovsky, 
my musical director, and the inspirational genius of 
Marvin Hamlisch.” 

And there are people eating when they say this. 
And then they sit there for an hour and a half and 
listen to this female balloon animal tell them exactly 
how she feels when she sees a pigeon in the rain in 
Trafalgar Square. And she survives this. She gets 
ovations. Not a single person is brave enough to 





stand up and say, “Didn’t they tear down a perfectly 
good comedy club to put in these imitation-Vegas 
Tiki lamps?” 

Maybe I missed something, but I thought the 
nineties were gonna be the time we started looking 
into the future. I don’t mean to scare you here, but 
we've got people writing Ph.D. disserta- 
tions on the career of Mel Torme! 

Not only that, it’s spreading. It’s not 
just Greenwich Village anymore. It’s San 
Francisco. It’s Dallas. It’s El Lay. It’s 
even Atlanta. When things get to At- 
lanta, we’re so far gone that we might as 
well go ahead and report it to the Center 
for Disease Control. And new ones are 
pouring in every day from Paris and 
Brussels and Copenhagen, like poison 
cappuccino being dumped on the market. 
Maybe if we set up SWAT-team road- 
blocks at the airports, we can prevent 
any more Euro-trash performance art- 
ists in black silk shirts from slinging 
their greasy pony-tails on our sacred 
American soil. 

Don’t get me wrong. I’m not talking 
about female impersonators. If guys 
wanna dress up like Edith Piaf and croak 
like cockroaches, I continue to support 
the right of any American to do any 
disgusting thing he wants to with his 
body. 

But that’s not what were talking 
about. We’re talking about foreign Liza Minnelli 
lovers invading our high schools and convincing 
every would-be beauty queen that someday she, too, 
can warble the Cy Coleman Songbook while balanc- 
ing on see-through green-tinted mules. Do we want 
that? Do we really want that? 

I think not. 

Don’t make me talk about this a second time. 

Speaking of things you should never look at in 
the daytime, Satan Place is yet another of those 
made-in-F lorida let’s-go-get-a-camera-and-dress-up- 
our-girlfriends-in-lingerie-and-throw-blood-on-em 
video classics, and actually this one is about the best 
I’ve seen. 

Once again, though, I’ve gotta ask. Why Florida? 
What the heck is going on down there? The state of 
hurricanes, serial killers, and more cheesy horror 
flicks than you could find at a video store in down- 
town Detroit. 

This one is a feminist horror anthology, in which 


Fis beautiful bleach-blonde Stephanie Spencer fields 


a series of crude remarks from belch- 
ing, T-shirt-wearing, pickup-driv- 
ing character actors, then watches 
them die in grisly blood-spurting 
closeups after being visited by zom- 
bies, so that in the big final story of 
the video, she can dress up in black 
lingerie, tie her weenie boyfriend to 
the bed, and summon a demon into 
her body, if you know what I mean 
and I think you do. 

But the best story on the tape, 
“Too Much TV,” stars Lisa Hatter 
as a girl who watches a slasher- 
movie host on cable all day, figur- 
ing out ways to kill her sarcastic 
mother Sonja Etzel, while we watch 
B-movie parodies like Don’t Go Into 
the Kitchen, Bathroom Bullies, 
Pretty Girl Floyd, Nursing Home 
Revenge, and Missouri Mop Mas- 
sacre. 

In other words, this thing’s a big mess. My kinda 
movie. 

Fifteen dead bodies. Body chopping. Blood drink- 
ing. Body-part pizza. Intestine ripping. Intestine 
force-feeding. Hand in the garbage disposal. Closeup 
chest surgery. Projectile vomit. Corpse-eating cat. 
Face-eating zombies. Neck sliced with a scythe. 
Scalp in the microwave. Demon Fu. Florida Fu. 
Drive-In Academy Award nominations for Warren 
Andrews, as the nose-picking Wrestlemania fan who 
refers affectionately to his wife as “Lard Ass”; Nora 
Miller, as the face-stuffing soap-opera-watching wife 
who says “Poor Eddie—and I was gonna fix his 
favorite”; Jme Mestel, as the weenie boyfriend who 
gets tied up and branded on the chest, for saying “Is 
this really necessary?”; Stephanie Spencer, as the 


R.L.P. 


Kailua Drive-In 
Honolulu, Hawaii 


Republican Alert! The Kailua Drive-In, lo- 
cated at the foot of the Koolaus in Honolulu, on 
the slopes of the Kawainui Swamp, opened in 
1965 with a James Bond flick and closed twenty- 
seven years later with One Good Cop and New 
Jack City. Why? Because some guy decided they 
needed the space (it holds 1,600 cars) for yet 
another golfers’ driving range for Japanese tour- 
ists. Price of the driving range: $4.7 million. 
Pitiful. Mark Coleman of Honolulu, Carol Jo 
Stevens of Kaneohe, James W. Bennett of Hono- 
lulu, Manny Russo of Honolulu, and Sheila Fox of 
Haleiwa all remind us that, without eternal vigi- 
lance, it can happen here. 


























leckecy kills. 


devil woman in black lingerie, who screams like a 
wolf and says “You are a vile sub-creature of God!”; 
and Alfred Ramirez and Scott Aschbrenner, the 
directors, for doing a men-in-prison shower scene 
with the tag line “Whatever you do, don’t drop the 
soap!” 

Two and a half stars. 

Joe Bob says check it out. 


Free Junk ~ 
: The Official Free Junk Policy: People all over the 
world send Joe Bob free junk, and Joe Bob gives it away _ 
at random, like Robin Hood. He doesn’t give it to the first _ 
person who asks for it. He gives it to the first person he 
notices who asks for it. This means whatever letter 
happens to be at the top of the stack whenever we open 
the mail. No dealers. Try to be specific. If you act like a 
jerk in your letter, you will receive no free j ee ik for the 

rest of your life. 





Videos © | 

| The Lenny Bruce Performance Film; La fe = Have It; te 
ofthe Twins starring Aidan Quinn and Isabella Rossellini; ; Lust / 
for Freedom starring Melanie Coll (2); MGM: When the Lion 
Roars; Marla Maples Journey to Fitness; Marley’s Revenge a_ 
Darkwoods Production; Mambo Kings; Maximum Breakout — 
starring Bobby Johnston; Meatballs 4 with Corey Feldman 





York; The Miracle; Mirror Mirror starring Karen Black and 
Rainbow Harvest; Mojo Nixon’s Elvis Is Everywhere; Ms. 45; © 


_ Murders in the Rue Morgue; Never Pick Upa Stranger; Newsies — 


with Robert Duvall and Ann-Margret; Night Eyes 2 starring 
Shannon Tweed and Andrew Stevens; No Strings Attached; Of 
Flesh and Blood; Oversexed Rugsuckers from Mars; Ozone: 
Attack of the Redneck Mutants; Obsessive Love starring Yvette 
Mimieux and Simon MacCorkindale; Of Human Bondage/ 
Come Under the Way with Traci Lords and Ginger Lynn; Pat 
Paulsen on Wine; Prime Target trailer; Private Passion; Prom — 
Night IV: Deliver Us from Evil starring Nikki DeBoer; Puppet _ 
_ Master II with Charlie Spradling; Quake; Ring of Fire IT 
starring Don “The Dragon” Wilson; Rock-A-Doodle; Running : 
Mates with Greg Webb and Barbara Howard; Satan aged 
Savage I nstinct starring Debra Sweaney; Secret I ngredient. 


Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee 


Joe Bob’s Board of Drive-In Experts 


of Predator” set in the year 2008 starring the “outstand- 

ing” Rutger Hauer as a “psychotic paranoid cop wired on 
coffee and chocolate” trying to track down “a heart-eating DNA 
creature who just might be Satan,” who murdered his partner in 
the flooded, rat-infested streets of ecologically devastated Lon- 
don. With the “excellent” Kim Cattrall as a kidnapped widow, 
the “interesting” Neil Duncan as the “weenie psychologist cop” 


— plit Second: “Well-made” “compelling” “creepy” “remake 





Michael St. Gerard becomes a serial killer to get 


ratings, in Star Time. 


who helps him find the blood-thirsty killer, and a Moody Blues 
soundtrack. “A combination of Ben, Blade Runner andAlien.” “An 
American Predator in London.” “Predator on Elm Street.” “Varia- 
tion on the basic Predator story, with especially good character 
development.” “Best Rutger Hauer film since Blade Runner.” 
“Big holes in the story: They spend the whole movie following the 
clues of the murderer, and you never know why he does the things 
he does.” “You almost never see the creature!” Duncan has the 
best line: “We’ve got to get bigger goddamn guns.” Twelve dead 
bodies. Twelve breasts. One motor vehicle chase. Seventeen 
explosions. Leather lingerie. Hearts roll. Gratuitous Michael J. 
Pollard as the Rat Catcher. Rat Fu. Electrocution Fu. Cast: Tina 
Shaw (“standout” as the stripper). Writer: Gary Scott Thomp- 
son. Director: Tony Maylam. [HBO. 1992.] Overall rating: 90. 
rancers III: “Intriguing” “intellectually compelling” sci-fi 

| sequel—a little “weaker than the previous two” but “still 
pretty thoughtful,” although some thought it was an 
“improvement” over the second film—starring the “engaging” 
Tim Thomerson, “great as usual,” as time-traveling cop Jack 
Deth, sent to the year 2005 to fight the deadliest form of Trancer 
ever—one with a government-designed brain—aided only by “an 
ugly android named Shark (R.A. Mahailoff) and an AWOL 
Trancer” (Melanie Smith in a “standout” performance). An- 
drew Robinson, of Hellraiser fame, is “terrific as Colonel Daddy 
Mother’ in a “Buck Henryesque” performance. “It’s really a Dr. 


Who episode blended with James Bond and a touch of The 
Rockford Files.” Featuring special appearances by Helen Hunt, 
the “nauseatingly perky (in a good way)” Megan Ward, Stephen 
Macht and Telma Hopkins. “As in Trancers IT, Helen Hunt and 
Megan Ward are the interesting characters, but this time they 
only make small appearances and then disappear from the story 
altogether.” “There isn’t the aura of hopelessness about this film 
that you find in other apocalyptic flicks.” Twenty-seven dead 
bodies. Eight breasts. Kung Fu. Writer/director: C. 
Courtney Joyner. [Full Moon/Paramount. 1992.] 
Overall rating: 85. 


2 
“~~ 


telligent, witty” “predictable” but “fun” sequel 
with the “always outstanding” Tim Thomer- 
son as the cop stuck in 1990—200 years in the past— 
where he finds his dead first wife (Megan Ward, 
who is “not very animated”) still alive, and the wife 
he’s travelled through time to meet (the “impressive” 
“charismatic and likeable” Helen Hunt) threatened 
by his old foe The Whistler’s brother, Richard Lynch 
(“typecast again”), who is starting a “Trancer Farm” 
under cover of an ecological society. Also starring the 
“outstanding” Sonny Carl Davis as the comic-relief 
character Rabbit (“a riot”), Alyson Croft, “fun to 
watch” as Thomerson’s boss disguised in the body of 
a 15-year-old girl, and the “excellent” Barbara 
Crampton as a TV interviewer. “Marvel Comics 
come to life.” “A well-done cross between Blade 
Runner, Quantum Leap and The Terminator.” “At 
least as good as Trancers I and a whole lot better than 
Trancers III.” “Tim Thomerson does a good job, but 
all of his screen characters are starting to seem the 
same.” “Tiresome action scenes.” “Mired in medioc- 
rity.” “Lousy plot, dialogue and acting.” “Everyone 
looked like they were walking through their roles.” 
Thirty-eight dead bodies. One motor vehicle chase. 
Exploding ham. Forklift Fu. Pitchfork Fu. Cast: Art 
La Fleur (“reminds of Victor McLaglen”), Biff 
Manard, Martine Beswicke, Jeffrey Combs, 
Telma Hopkins. Writer: Jackson Barr. Director: 
Charles Band. [Full Moon/Paramount. 1990/91.] Overall rat- 
ing: 84. 


T rancers II: The Return of Jack Deth: “In- 





tar Time: Love-it-or-hate-it “low-key” psycho-thriller 
ey slasher flick (with evaluations ranging from “0” to “10”), 

starring the “first-rate” “terrific? Michael St. Gerard 
(Elvis on the short-lived TV series) as a “twitchy neurotic misfit” 
who feels his life is over when his favorite TV show is cancelled, 
only to be lured into a new world of media stardom by spooky 
John P. Ryan, “outstanding” as an “oily unctuous psychotic” 
who appears out of nowhere and turns St. Gerard into a serial 
killer. Maureen Teefy plays a “plain-Jane social worker in 


sensible shoes” who 
Official 


tries to talk him out 
Rating System 


of it—to no avail, be- 
cause he believes 
he’s becoming a TV 
star. Shot on a shoe- 
string budget, this 
is the debut film of 
writer/producer/di- 
rector/saxophone 
soloist Alexander 
Cassini, a fellow of 
the American Film 
Institute. “This is 


100-95 Drive-In Hall of Fame 


94-89 Classic 
88-84 Excellent 
83-80 Decent 

79-75 Watchable 
74-65 Pathetic 
64-50 Dog Doo Doo 
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like-a slick version of Carnival of Souls.” “Nicely understated 
slasher film.” “A real treat!” “A genuine must-see!” “Superior 
acting.” “I loved it!” “A potential cult classic.” “Slow.” “St. Gerard 
has taken overacting to a new level.” “Bargain basement set 
decorations.” “It has the look of a low-budget made-for-TV movie, 
and the acting of your basic soap opera.” Ryan, as “Sam Bones,” 
has the best lines: “Be a winner, 
play the lottery,” and “As long 
as people dream, I will exist.” 
Twenty dead bodies. Twenty- 
two breasts. Jelly Bean Fu. 
Cast: Thomas Newman. 
[Northern Arts. 1992.] Overall 
rating: 79. 
eedpeople: “Cheap” 
a “uninspired” “obvious 
Invasion of the Body 
Snatchers ripoff’ starring the 
“wooden” Sam Hennings as a 
Yuppie divorced geologist re- 
turning to his home town of 
Comet Valley, where he finds 
seeds that have fallen from outer 
space, spawning blood-thirsty 
plants that spew spores on any- 
one who pokes sticks in their 
pistils, transforming everybody 
into zombies as part of a plan to 
pollinate the entire world. The 
only guy who seems to know 
what’s going on is the “convinc- 
ing” Bernard Kates as “a great 
quirky mad scientist,” “the only 
actor who came off as not being 
a paranoid, wooden stick.” With 
Andrea Roth, who “overdid it” 
as Hennings’ girlfriend, and 
Sonny Carl Davis (“wonder- 
ful as usual”). “The story is to- 
tally ridiculous, but after a while 
you get hooked on it.” “Above 
average for B movies.” “Pain- 
fully predictable.” “Dumb, dumb, dumb-looking aliens.” “The 
ending is bland and predictable.” “The pacing is off, but the 
special effects are good.” Seven dead bodies. Face chewing. Beast 
hacking. Plastic guts. Two motor vehicle chases. One explosion. 
Ultra-violet-light Fu. Cast: Dane Witherspoon, Holly Fields. 
Writer: Jackson Barr. Director: Peter Manoogian. [Full Moon/ 
Paramount. 1992.] Overall rating: 79. 
ock & Roll Cowboys: “Surreal” “confusing” Australian 
rock musical starring Peter Phelps as a roadie for a 
speed-metal band, fantasizing about writing love songs 
to hot lead singer Nikki Coghill, who makes a Faustian bargain 
with John Doyle, “quite good” as the mysterious inventor of the 
psychotronic alpha sampler, an instrument that taps directly 
into the brain and transforms Phelps into a visionary rock-and- 
roll wizard. Unfortunately, Doyle uses this power to turn the 
rock-and-rollers of the world into “Cowboy Zombies for Jesus.” 
“An 83-minute MTV video.” “Nice simulated human-sacrifice 
scene.” “The music [of Dave Skinner] stinks.” Singled out for 
praise were the songs of Bridgette O’Donahue and her “great, 
_— singing voice.” Phelps has the best line: “You’re living with 





It’sno picnic being a vegetable, in Seedpeople. 


a guy who’s got an ego bigger than the cucumber he sticks down 
his pants.” Two dead bodies. Three breasts. One explosion. Kung 
Fu. Leather lingerie Fu. Cast: David Franklin, Greg Parke. 
Writer: David R. Young. Director: Rob Stewart. [Hemdale. 
1987/92.] Overall rating: 75. 


inal Approach: “Dull” 
K “confusing” “irritating” 

“excruciatingly boring” 
“unfocused” “surreal” psycho- 
thriller starring James B. 
Sikking as an Air Force test 
pilot who crashes in Monument 
Valley, only to find himself in a 
weird time warp with a face he 
doesn’t recognize and a mind he 
can’t control, being questioned 
by “entertaining” “convincing” — 
shady psychiatrist Hector 
Elizondo (“the one saving grace 
in this muddled mess”) and un- 
dermined by mysterious gen- 
eral Kevin McCarthy. “The 
whole movie is spent sitting in 
an office.” “Way too many flash- 
backs” make this “military 
Jacob’s Ladder” tedious, so that 
you feel like “you sit through 
the same film four times!” “So- 
called ‘surprise’ ending tele- 
graphed early on.” “Leaves you 
hanging.” “In the genre of ‘life 
after death’ films, Bill and Ted’s 
Bogus Journey beats this hands 
down.” “Nothing happens!” One 
of the first digital audio motion 
pictures made, it features some 
excellent special-effects footage 
of the Lockheed SR-71. One dead 
body. Four breasts. Neo-Freud- 
ian Fu. Epileptic seizure Fu. 
Writers: Eric Steven Stahl, 
Gerald Laurence. Producer/ 
director: Stahl. [Vidmark. 1992.] Overall rating: 69. 
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EK uture Perfect: “Dull” low-budget “unconvincing” “stupid” 





“cyberpunk” film about the computer engineering break- 

through known as “virtual reality’—the story of a “goofy” 
drug-crazed multimedia artist, the “adequate” Walter Ferrero, 
and his “geek” hacker friend, a “completely unnatural” actor 
named Ben Sheinkman, who build a machine which lets you 
experience anything you can imagine. They hook it up to a bum’s 
dream and find themselves involved in a power struggle at the 
frontiers of cyberspace. “A computer version of My Dinner With 
Andre.” “The ending is dumb and makes no sense.” “Sloppy 
production gives it a kind of surreal quality.” “Well-financed 
student film.” “Too stupid and pretentious for junior high school 
art class.” “Virtual reality sequences too much like old sixties acid 
films.” “Self-important crap aimed right at the artsy-fartsy 
crowd.” “The soundtrack is tinny and echoed, and not synchro- 
nized with the lips.” Cast: Marilyn Meador (“uninspired”), 
Walter Covell (“fake beard”). Writers: Stefan Forbes, Ferrero. 
Director: Forbes. [To order, send $24.95 to BiG! Productions, 39 
Aberdeen Ave., Cambridge, MA 02138. 1991.] Overall rating: 65. 


_ Members of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Committee are Scott Atkinson, Director of Pinancial Aid, State University : 
nee” Rochester, N: Xs Clarke a compat’ ere So , Lantene, Fla. Karl pee - 





he Texas Chain 

Saw Massacre is 
back in theaters, 
thanks to Castle Hill 
Productions of Los An- 
geles, which struck 
new prints from the 
original master and 
booked it as midnight 
shows starting last 
September at the 
Nuart Theatre in West 
Los Angeles, moving 
on in January to the 
Quad in Greenwich 
Village, and now 
spreading out to the 
rest ofthe country. Our 
friend Gunnar Han- 
sen, who played 
Leatherface in the 
original, has been 
known to show up at 
the local openings. 

€ 

Stephen King’s 
The Stand, an ABC 
mini-series, iS now 
filming—but not in 
Colorado, where it was 
originally scheduled. 
Richard Rubin- 
stein, president and 
chief executive officer 
of Laurel Entertain- 
ment, decided to sup- 
port the boycott of Colo- 
rado caused by passage 
of an amendment last 
November that voids 
local ordinances used 
to protect gays against 
discrimination, and 
moved his whole five- 
month filming sched- 
ule to Utah. Joe Bob is 
one of several actors 
asked to do cameos in 
the eight-hour adapta- 
tion of Stephen 
King’s massive novel. 


Big Steve wrote the part especially for Joe Bob. We 
won't tell you what it is, because that would spoil 


everything. 


€ 
Damned in the USA, the documentary on the 
crusading moralist Rev. Donald Wildmon of Tu- 
pelo, Mississippi, will finally be seen in theaters after 
being held off the market for two years due to 





... Mherein we repor€ from the 
underground, the counter-culture, 
the out-of-—€he-mainstream, ano the 
Loonie Fringe of publishing, music, 
movies, comic books, ano ofher 
places where misfits owell. 





Gunnar makes a personal appearance. 


Wildmon’s legal at- 
tacks. Wildmon’s law- 
suit charged that the 
film defamed him by 
using “blasphemous 
images” that he and his 
group crusade against. 
(The film shows the art 
of Robert Mapple- 
thorpe, including a 
depiction of Christ sub- 
merged in urine.) The 
Fifth Circuit Court of 
Appeals in New Or- 
leans was unimpressed 
with Wildmon’s argu- 
ments, ruling that the 
film could be shown, 
but Wildmon can still 
try his luck at the Su- 
preme Court level with 
appeals against Great 
Britain’s Channel 4, 
where the film origi- 
nally aired, and 
against producer-di- 
rector Paul Yule and 
producer Jonathan 
Stack. Damned in the 
USA will play reper- 
tory theaters and art 
houses, even as Yule 
and Stack are courting 
controversy again as 
shooting begins on 
their next project— 
Rubber Talk, the first 
feature-length docu- 
mentary about 
condoms. 
co 

City Limits Gazette 
is a tiny little four-page 
bi-weekly devoted to 
strange underground 
comics, in which Steve 
Willis reviews the field 
and offers occasional 
stories of his own, like 
the time Robert 
Crumb appeared at a 


comics seminar, took the stage, donned his cool 
shades, leaned back in his chair—and lost his bal- 


ance and dumped himself on the floor. This zine has 


0390. 


been around since 1980, and basically caters to 
kitchen-table cartoonists trading tips on how to self- 
publish. Cost is $15 for 26 issues a year, payable to: 
Steve Willis, P.O. Box 390, McCleary, WA 98557- 


€ 

In a recent issue of Subhuman, Don Gordon, 
the veteran character actor who was Steve 
McQueen’s partner in Bullitt | 
and is almost always cast asa 
tough cop, talks about driving 
around aimlessly in the Andes 
with Dennis Hopper and 
cameraman Laslo Kovacs, 
stopping wherever Dennis felt 
the right vibes, to get footage 
for Hopper’s cult classic, The 
Last Movie. “We were up about 
17,000 feet and we would drive 
along and the crew would be 
behind us in trucks. When 
Dennis would see something, 
he’d grab Laslo, we’d stop and 
go running across and shoot a 
scene. One night, we didn’t 
know where we were gonna 
sleep, So we were driving alone 
and saw this little building. 
You have to understand we 
were in the Andes, on top of 
the world . . . there’s nothing 
up there! The sky is incred- 
ible! There’s this little church. Now we all go to sleep 
in it and it’s cold. On the altar there’s a glass box. In 
that glass box is the head of Christ—very weird. I go 
to sleep and somebody shakes me. ‘Hey, man, wake 
up.’ It’s Dennis. I ask what’s the matter. He says, 
‘Come here, I wanna show you something.’ So we go 
outside. Up in the air is a comet. Very freaky, right? 
He says, ‘Now come here. How many people are in 
this church?’ There were 13 of us—12 apostles and 
Jesus Christ make 13. So I got very freaked out.” 
Gordon also talks about running into some ghosts 
and at least one real-live cannibal while filming The 
Beast Within in Mississippi. To get Subhuman, 
Cecil Doyle’s excellent little 16-page quarterly de- 
voted to cult movies, send $5 for four issues, payable 
to: Cecil Doyle, P.O. Box 53735, Lafayette, LA 70505- 

3735. 

€ 

Scream queen Brinke Stevens has finished 
another horror script, which she'll co-produce, called 
Insomniac. (She wrote a part for herself, of course, as 
a psychologist who’s an expert on sleep deprivation.) 
For those who don’t remember, Brinke was the 
triple-threat writer/producer/star of Teenage Exor- 
cist, for which she was nominated as “Best Actress” 
in this year’s Drive-In Academy Awards. While wait- 
ing on her new project to fall into place, she’s writing 
an article for Femme Fatales—about, uh, breasts. 
Her reaction when the editor asked her for the 
article? “Oh God! You mean it’s not enough to show 
them?” To get Brinke’s newsletter, write: Brinke 
Stevens Fan Club, 8033 Sunset Blvd., Suite 556, 





Our busy gal Brinke. 


Hollywood, CA 90046. 
€ 
J. Adler, the Times Square movie addict who 
_ : has seen more sleazy 
grindhouse flicks than any 
man we know, has a new can- 
didate for the worst movie ever 
made: Manos: The Hands of 
Fate. Filmedin El Pasoin 1966 
by a chemical fertilizer sales- 
man named Harold P. War- 
ren, it’s the story of a coven of 
“vampire wives” who writhe 
around on a concrete slab in 
the desert and slap each other 
around while their “Master” 
prays to the god Manos. Ap- 
parently it was never again 
seen after its “world premiere” 
in KE] Paso—until Adler un- 
earthed it and started selling 
videotaped copies of it. They're 
$13 if you want one, and he'll 
also send you a subscription to 
Grindhouse, his monthly 10- 
page typewritten zine, for $7a 
year, payable to: J. Adler, P.O. 
Box 1370, New York, NY 10156. 
€ 
Prisoners’ Legal News, an excellent monthly 
newsletter put out by inmates in the Washington 
state penal system, with contributions from prison- 
ers and prison lawyers all over the world, is finally 
available in Texas prisons, thanks to a favorable 
court ruling that prevents prison officials from with- 
holding it. (We were especially interested in this, as 
We Are the Weird is sometimes denied to Texas 
prisoners.) Our friend Paul Wright, an inmate at 
Clallam Bay, Washington, edits Prisoners’ Legal 
News, along with his buddy Ed Mead, an inmate at 
Monroe, Washington. As prison publications go, it’s 
a fairly dull one, giving summaries of recent court 
cases that affect prisoners (and thereby helping 
them to know what rights they can insist on, and 
how they can resist when being abused), but it’s vital 
to a great many people. A few of their crusades are 
fairly far-fetched—like their attempts to restore 
voting rights to prisoners, and their championing of 
a fraud and racketeering lawsuit against the Texas 
prisons—but their spirit is fiercely democratic. As 
the prison population continues to grow, as manda- 
tory sentencing continues to grow, and as the crime 
rate continues to grow, everyone is going to end up 
with a friend or two behind bars, so it’s worth 
supporting these guys. A one-year subscription is 
$25, but $200 a month is all it takes to print and 
publish, so contributions are very welcome, payable 
to: Prisoners’ Legal News, P.O. Box 1684, Lake 


Worth, FL 33460. 
, 


Now that I think about it, it’s all the same thing 


Serbs, Croats and Hillbillies 


finally figured out the difference between a Serb 

and a Croat. 

Okay okay, I know what you're thinking. It’s 
about goldang time, right? But I’m sorry, when was 
the last time we had a war where everybody sounds 
like either a belch or an armpit noise? 

Okay, here’s what I know: 

There’s more Serbs than Croats. This makes the 
Croats nervous. In fact, it’s made em so nervous that 
for the last seventy years they’ve been Serbophobic. 
When a Serb moves into the neighborhood, they 
have a barbecue just so they can not invite em over. 
(Of course, first they have to ask the Serb what he is, 
because Serbs and Croats speak the exact same 
language, so this is kinda like Scottish people that 
hate Irish people. If you don’t listen real close, you 
could make a mistake.) To 
a Croat, a Serb is like an 
Aggie. Smelly peasant 
people in baggy pants. 

“Did you hear why they 
had to close the Serbian 
National Library?” 

“Somebody checked out 
the book.” 

You get the idea. Not 
the kind of people you want 
owning machine guns. 

After World War I, all 
the other little ten-cent 
kingdoms joined together 
and became Yugoslavia. 
But not the Croats. Even 
though they were in Yugo- 
slavia, they acted like they 
weren't in Yugoslavia, do- 
ing stuff like running can- 
didates for parliament and 
then refusing to show up 
(so nobody could vote), then 
deciding to show up just so 
they could vote against ev- 
erything, and then, when 
that didn’t work, assassi- 
nating the king, and, when 
that didn’t work, fighting 
on the Naziside during the 
war, and, when that didn’t 
work, sending that great 


Croat role model, Marshall SRN 
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Tito, to basically carve up 
Serbia into ninety-four itty- 
bitty pieces and give away 
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all the best parts to Albanians and Muslims and, 
well, anyhow, all of a sudden the Croats started 
liking it there in Yugoslavia. 

Of course, the Serbs thought Numero Uno Croat 
Tito would never die, but by the time he did, a bunch 
of Serbs had moved to Croatville to live, because 
that’s where all the neato factory jobs were, and, 
besides, there were all these smelly Albanians tak- 
ing over southern Serbia. But when Titoism finally 
did die out, the Serbs were a little slow on the uptake, 
and so they didn’t get Serbia recognized as a country 
until those wily Croats had already had their coun- 
try recognized, and right between the Serbs and the 
Croats was this place called Bosnia-Herzegovina, 
which used to be called Bosnia and Herzegovina, 
except now it’s so mixed up nobody can remember 
where Bosnia leaves off and 
Herzegovina starts, and 
this place is so full of Serbs 
living on ancient Croat land 
and Croats living on an- 
cient Serb land and Serb 
Muslims that nobody 
wants, not even the Serbs, 
and Croat Muslims that 
nobody wants, not even the 
Albanians. And sobasically 
youve got a Hatfield and 
McCoy situation where half 
of the Hatfield teenage girls 
have run off with McCoys 
and either gotten married, 
gotten pregnant, or at least 
shaved offall their hair and 
turned Hairy Krishna on 
us. What’s old Hiram to do 
except get out the shotgun 
and start vacuuming up the 
countryside? 

And then you've got 
your Slovenes. The Slo- 
venes don’t count because 
they’re rich. 

And then you’ve got 
your Macedonians. The 
Macedonians don’t count 
because they’re way up in 
the mountains where no- 
body ever thinks about em. 

And then you’ve got 
your Montenegro. They do 
whatever the Serbs do. 
They're like your little sis- 
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ter who won’t stop following you around. 

And then you've got your Dalmatians. They’re in 
a Walt Disney movie. 

And then you’ve got your Texans. We'll shoot at 
anybody. 

I hope this clears everything up on the Adriatic. 


Due To A MIX-UP AT A DAIRY QUEEN SOMEWHERE 
IN UTAH, YouNG BILLY SomEHow WaUND UP 


wuiTH THE POPE’S HAT, ANP THE POPE wiTH 
BiLLy’s, 


» Over Republicanism! 


‘The Sunset Drive-In i in San Luis Obispo, 
¢ California, had another great year, with acouple 
_ of full-capacity nights on the weekends—even 
when they were showing Ernest Scared Stupid. 
Steve Armas reminds us that, with eternal 
Vigilance, the drive-in will never die. 








Drive-In Theater 


Joe Bob’s Drive-In Theater appears on The Movie Channel 
every Saturday night at 11 p.m. Eastern, 10 Central, 9 Mountain, 
11 Pacific. 

May 1: Inner Sanctum: Erotic thriller starring Valerie 
Wildman as a paralyzed woman who desperately wants her jerk 
husband, Joseph Bottoms, to love her, but is so needy that she’s 
driving him further away, into the arms of his co-worker Margaux 
Hemingway and, perhaps, even her lustful private nurse, Tanya 
Roberts. Directed by Fred Olen Ray. Three and a half stars. 
(Second feature: Cartel: Miles O’Keeffe sneaks out of prison to 
bust up the world’s biggest drug organization and kill the Mafia 
boss who murdered his fashion-model sister, Suzanne Slater, in 
a non-stop action flick full of excellent sleazeball villains, led by 
William Smith and Don Stroud, and some of the most realistic 
beatings ever seen in the movies. Three stars.) 

May 8: “Joe Bob’s Mother’s Day Special” (Triple Feature 
with a special start time of 9 p.m. Eastern): The prime-time 
feature is The Hand That Rocks the Cradle, the horror thriller 
that’s every mom’s nightmare. Rebecca De Mornay is the 
demonic nanny who seeks vengeance on the woman who drove 
her sleazy husband to suicide, by insinuating herself into the 
family of Annabella Sciorra, and systematically turning the 
affections of children, husband and friends against the real 
mother and toward the nanny. Four stars. The second feature, at 
the normal 11 p.m. start time, is Crazy Mama, the classic 1975 
cops-and-robbers flick, set in the 1930’s, starring Chloris 
Leachman as the sex-crazed gun-crazed Arkansas mama in 
pedal-pushers who goes back home to get revenge on the sheriff 
who shot down her husband and took her land, with Linda Purl 
as her daughter, Ann Sothern as her mother, and Stuart 
Whitman. Directed by Jonathan Demme, who worked for 
legendary producer Roger Corman when he made this movie (as 
well as the great Caged Heat), but is more recently known for 
winning the Academy Award for Silence of the Lambs. Four stars. 
(Third feature: The Krays: Brutal British crime drama starring 
Gary Kemp and Martin Kemp as twotwin-brother Mama’s boys 
who became the bloodiest gangsters in London during the fifties 
and sixties. They're both still in prison today. With Billie 
Whitelaw as the mother who smothers them with affection and 





Wendy Robie believes in some serious child 
discipline, in The People Under the Stairs. 


teleport people and objects through space, and force others to do 
their bidding. This time Liliana Komorowska is a woman born 
into the second generation of Scanners who uses an experimental 
drug to relieve her migraines, but ends up erasing her conscience 
and starts wasting her closest relatives to achieve power. Fortu- 
nately, her brother, Steve Parrish, has spent two years in a 
Buddhist monastery and knows more about domination than she 
does. Two stars.) 

May 22: The Unborn: Outstanding killer-baby horror flick 
starring Brooke Adams and Jeff Hayenga as a couple who 
show up at a fertility clinic, only to fall into the evil experimental 
world of James Karen, a scientist trying to create super- 
intelligent babies by shooting them up with protein steroids. 
What he gets instead is Hulk Hogan Feti, ripping their way into 
the world. Debut film of director Rodman Flender. Four stars. 
(Second feature: Maniac Cop 2: Officer Stir-Fry Face Cordell is 
back in a sequel that may be better than the original, as the MC— 
played by Robert Z’Dar—moves in with the city’s most success- 
ful killer of topless dancers, a beardo geek played by Leo Rossi, 
and together these guys are a couple of goofy cannibals: Cagney 
and Gacy. The only person who still believes the MC is alive is 


teaches them to fight against “Them.” Four stars.) 


May 15: Snake Eater 3: Lorenzo Lamas is back as “Soldier,” 
the commando cop who’s always getting suspended from the 
force. This time he joins up with his old pal, Minor Mustain, to 
seek revenge on a biker gang that kidnapped a young girl (Tracy 
Hway), then drugged and raped her for ten months until she 
became a catatonic zombie. Nice performances by Tracy Cook as 
the girlfriend, Holly Chester as a stripper, and Scott “Bam 
Bam” Bigelow as a psycho biker. Four stars. (Second feature: 
Scanners III: The Takeover: Exploding-head sequel about the 
genetically-mutated children born with the power to read minds, 


Laurene Landon, and she’s helped by fellow officers Bruce 
Campbell, Claudia Christian and Robert Davi. It also has a 
motor vehicle chase that may be the greatest one ever filmed. 
Four stars.) 

May 29: “Wes Craven Night,” honoring the twenty-year 
career of the great horror director. First up is The People Under 
the Stairs, his 1991 nightmare about an evil landlord couple 
(Everett McGill and Wendy Robie) who keep deformed, abused 
runaways locked up in their basement, with Brandon Adams as 
the curious little kid determined to get inside and rescue a girl 
played by A.J. Langner. Four stars. (Second feature: Shocker.) 
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“Sorry I’m late—I was studying for my final in Slam Dunk” 


Let ’em Major in Basketball 


his time of year, when there are 9,000 basket- 
ball games a week on TV, you always hear a few 
guys start complaining about how there’s too much 
money spent on college basketball, and too many 
players get money under the table, and the NC 





double-A is too hard on colleges that get caught 
paying players under the table, and the college 
basketball season interferes with academics, and 
how just, in general, everything’s going to hell for 
college kids who play basketball. It seems like, the 
more popular the sport becomes, the worse education 
the kid gets. 

This is ridiculous. 

We’ve been having this same debate for—what?— 
thirty years now? 

There’s a real simple solution to this: 

Let the kids major in Basketball. Let em major in 
Football and Baseball, too. Let em concentrate their 
entire college careers on being the best athlete they 
can be. 

Instead, we act like they should be guilty about 
playing basketball. We act like they should run over 
to the gym, get in their practice session, then imme- 
diately go to the chemistry lab or the library and do 
the important stuff. 

This is horse-hockey. 


Why are we so embarrassed that these skills are 
taught in college? Why aren’t we proud that we 
teach these skills so well that our teams win at the 
Olympics? Why aren’t we proud that we spend so 
much money on athletics departments that we have 

the best and safest equipment in the world, and the 
greatest environment for perfecting sports skills? 

I’d like to see somebody start a college that only 
teaches athletics. Somebody who divides the cur- 
riculum into Basketball, Football, Baseball, Hockey, 
Golf, Tennis, Soccer, Track, Field, Swimming, Div- 
ing, Cricket, Lacrosse, Chess, Ping Pong and Curl- 
ing. Somebody who believes that, for some stu- 
dents, the training of the body, and the competitive 
spirit, should be the most important thing in their 
lives. They should send out brochures that say, 
“Come to the American Sports College, where you 
can train like the ancient Greeks and be proud of 
yourself.” For those who aren’t talented enough to 
make varsity teams, or those who become injured, 
or those who simply don’t want to compete, they 
could have departments of Sports Management, 
Weight Training, Facilities Management, Aerobics, 
Sports Law, Sports Journalism, Sports Broadcast- 
ing, and nineteen different varieties of Coaching. 

Okay okay okay, they’d have English Litera- 
ture, too, and they’d have algebra and biology. But 
these would be minor subjects—a foundation of 
knowledge, but nothing more. The main purpose of 
college, for these students, would be perfecting 
their body, their sports skills, their ability to per- 
form under pressure. 

I can hear the objections now. “Wouldn't this 
make the kid a little unbalanced?” 

He’s already unbalanced. He wants to be an 
athlete. He has giant aspirations. What would you 
rather do, kill the aspirations? Why is it that, when 
somebody says he wants to play basketball for a 
living, everyone says, “Shouldn’t you think of some- 
thing more practical?” But when somebody says he 
wants to play the violin for a living, everyone says, 
“Go for it!” 

In other words, we should have colleges that say 
to all the private and state universities in America, 
“We reject your standards. We believe that athletics 
is a proud and noble thing. We believe it’s an art 
form. And we believe that, even if you devote your 
whole life to it and you never rise beyond the level of 
junior high assistant girls volleyball coach, you’ve 
done something terrific.” 

Oh, yeah, I forgot. We already do have a school 
like this. 

It’s called Juilliard. 
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3 Bob Briggs; 
_ vould like you to week 
my t iree cousins, Ku, Klux 
and Klan. Please see en- 
closed letters. Read your ar- 
: ticle “Why You Should Ignore the Klan.” 

Well, Joe Bob, I know what you’re thinking— 
we're just a bunch of hicks and rubes down here, 
that drive second-hand Fords, right? And you 

think we are “itsy bitsy,” right? 
_ Our Church of the Swastika. We are a profes- 
sional religious spiritual organization. We have 
link-ups to various Klan and neo-Nazi groups 
_ across the country. Please see enclosed letters. 
[Letters enclosed from Christian Identity Skinheads 
_& White Christian Women, Knights of the Ku Klux 
| Klan, and Aryan Nations. ] 
Plus, we have been stockpiling swastikas, pic- 





| particularly i in that order. Worldwide. Right now 


oe South Africa. — 
— PS would like you to know that Iam a fan of 





dee Bob’ 8 Advice 
to the Hopeless 


tures of Hitler and heaps of weapons, uh, not 
our two strongest neo-Nazi groups are in Germany 


, know it would be over in five Mielec and ae 
pete films. ie review in n your newspaper column. 1 | 














Clover mentioned in in a news . 

story that she is going to 

send you a copy of her new 
book on horror films. It 
should be good. We need 
more books coming out covering the horror film 
today. Also, I shall be looking forward to your 
Scream Queen top ten pick in the next issue of | 
Femme Fatales. I like the magazine. It has nice 
photos and good story interviews. It takes all of us 
working together to keep the horror industry go- 
ing. So, why did you pick the horror industry? Well, 
you can always use a few swastikas ina horror film, 
right? It’s only a movie, right? By the way, you can 
keep all the copies of the enclosed letters. I do not 
require them back so happy reading. 
Best regards, 
ErnieSack 
Monterey, Calif. 


















Dear Ernie: | 
If all you neo-Nazi guys picked up on your. 
“stockpiled” weapons all on the same day, don’t you 









would not be happy campers? / 
T’ve seen the numbers, Ern. It’ s not ¢ an narmy. I t It’s | 
more like a Cub Scout aden. | = 











This Week's Contest 


Tom Traub of Marina Del Rey, California: “In 
the mid-seventies, when I was young, I saw the 
scariest movie of my life on TV. Scientists on a 
tropical island created these mutated, turtle-like 
things with extra-long necks that reproduced by 
splitting like amoebas. I don’t remember what the 
creatures did, except that they could climb trees and 
then drop on people. Looking back on the movie, I 
think it might have been British-made, just because 
the ‘tropical’ island seemed unusually cold and rainy, 
all the people were pale, and the women were about 
as attractive as 7-11 clerks. My first question is: 
What was this movie? Is it out on video, so I might 
rent it/avoid it? My second question is: What the 
heck was supposed to be so scary in this movie, if the 
monsters were just long-necked turtles that could 
climb trees and reproduce without buying each 
other drinks? My third (and unrelated) question is 
this: I frequently dream that I’m Jack Lemmon, 
chased by female killers that James Coburn has 
drugged and brainwashed using airplane bottles of 
cheap sherry. Is this wholly an invention, or might 
I be unconsciously basing my nightmare on a real, 
existing flick?” 


A video will be awarded to one correct answer each issue (In the 
event of a tie, a drawing will be held.) Send “Find That Flick” 
questions and solutions to We Are the Weird, P.O. Box 2002, Dallas, 


TX 75221. 


We Have A Winner! 


In the January 25 issue, James Isaak of 
Hillsboro, Oregon wrote: “Several years ago I saw a 
spoof of teenage horror movies that ridiculed Carrie, 
Friday the 13th and others. Every time a kid got 
killed (in the act, of course), the screen would flash: 
‘The body count is XX.’ I would love to see it again, 
but I’ve long forgotten the title.” 

We received 30 correct answers, so our winner 
was chosen by drawing. He is Brian Morton of 
Taylor, Michigan, who wrote: “At last I can answer 
one. You finally got one I not only recognized but 
truly loved! James is looking for a movie called 
Student Bodies. This is probably the only funny 
spoof of horror movies ever made. In one scene the 
killeris looking for a murder weapon and passes over 
a chainsaw, a noose and several other weapons 
found in the family’s desk in favor of a box of paper 
clips. You can find this video practically anywhere. 
Even the communist Blockbuster Video carries it. It 
also turns up on HBO and The Movie Channel once 
in a while, although I’ve never seen it on a non- 
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premium channel.” 

Other information came from our runners-up... 

D.L. Bogart of Joplin, Missouri: “Student Bod- 
ies was a 1981 Paramount disaster that seemed a lot 
funnier when I first saw it in college than in last 
month’s viewing on late-night HBO, though I still 
chuckle every time I hear the term ‘horse-head 
bookend.” 

John Hudson of Nashville: “Student Bodies 
starred Kristen Ritter, Matt Goldsby, Mimi Weddell, 
and Richard Brando as ‘The Breather,’ a maniac who 
dispatches his victims with such un-slasher-like 
weapons as chalk erasers and paper clips. The 
Breather’s nickname stems from the way he con- 
stantly wheezes and puffs behind his mask. The 
movie tries hard to be the Airplane of slasher flicks, 
but too many of the jokes fall flat. Amazingly, this 
thing was written and directed by Mickey Rose, the 
same guy who co-wrote Bananas and Take the Money 
and Run with Woody Allen. At least he had the guts 
to put his name in the credits; producer Michael 
Ritchie hid behind the all-purpose ‘Allen Smithee’ 
pseudonym. Student Bodies is still available on 
home video through Paramount at a price of $72.95.” 

Bob Horn of Welch, Oklahoma: “Student Bod- 
ies included one of my all-time favorite movie lines. 
The virginal girl is suspected of being the killer, so 
naturally they send her to the school psychiatrist. 
Being a good Freudian, the doctor asks the girl what 
her parents told her about sex. Her reply (as well as 
I can remember) was ‘Daddy said it was nasty and 
disgusting. Mommy said it was nasty and disgust- 
ing, but only with daddy. With everyone else it was 
great!’ Student Bodies was a true classic in the 
horror spoof genre.” 

Erich Mees of Dunwoody, Georgia: “The on- 
screen ‘body count’ gimmick eventually built up toa 
punchline where, after however many murders (let’s 
say six), a character swats a fly and the screen 
flashes ‘6 1/2.’ I didn’t say it was a good punchline. I 
don’t remember Student Bodies spoofing any ele- 
ments from Carrie, but there was another horror 
parody about the same time that did. Pandemonium, 
a 1982 slasher spoof set at a cheerleading school, 
featured Carol Kane as a Carrie-like telekinetic 
teenager. The unbelievable cast also included Tom 
Smothers and Paul ‘Pee-Wee’ Reubens as mounties, 
Judge Reinhold, Tab Hunter and David Lander 
(‘Squiggy’ from Laverne & Shirley).” 

Marty Ketola of Tucson: “Allen Smithee 
(Michael Ritchie) is the director of The Candidate, 
Fletch, Fletch Lives, The Golden Child, The Island, 
The Survivors and Wildcats.” 

Burne Dougherty of Phoenix: “Student Bodies 
is a great spoof of the Halloween / Carrie / Friday the 
13th Teenage Slasher Genre, featuring a young 
Jamie Lee Curtis clone as the sexless “Toby,’ the 
plain-jane high-schooler who ‘gets suspicious’ as her 
friends are dispatched one at a time by the slasher. 


Features a great performance by an incredibly geeky 
actor as ‘Malvert the Janitor.’ The film is R-rated 
only because of a scene in the middle of the film in 
which the action suddenly cuts to an executive office, 
where a man behind the desk explains that an ‘R’ 
rating is necessary to guarantee good box office, but 
can only be obtained by the insertion of extreme 
violence, nudity or foul language. As, he explains, 
Student Bodies has none of these, but still needs an 
‘R’ rating. He then flips off the camera with a quick, 
‘Fuck You!” 

Elizabeth Henderson of Fenton, Michigan: 
“Student Bodies was released between the two Air- 
plane films and resembles their half-cousin as a 
spoof of horror flicks (slasher flicks). The film also 
does some spoofs of high school films like Rock 
Hudson’s lecherous school psychologist in Pretty 
Maids Allin a Row. In homage to Friday the 13th the 
film contains 13 1/2 murders (one half is a fly), and, 
yes, they are counted on screen. Also comments 
appear on screen, like ‘Unlocked’ with an arrow 
pointing to the door that the foolish teen left un- 
locked with a psycho lurking outside.” 

John Phelan of Irving, Texas: “I think I still 
have the newspaper ad from the Daily News (New 
York) when Student Bodies was first released. It had 
a picture of a dead girl sitting at a school desk with 
a button that says ‘Sex Kills.’ ’'d send you the ad, but 
it’s in a filing cabinet in my mother’s basement in 
New Jersey. The other running gags in this movie 
included a maniac shop teacher obsessed with wooden 
horsehead bookends and an incredible double-jointed 
custodian who kept popping up in strange places 
around the school. I thought it was hilarious when I 
saw it in high school.” 

Matt Stone of Westboro, Massachusetts: “The 
first part of Student Bodies was quite well done and 
very funny, but it lost its focus about halfway through 
and turned into another run-of-the-mill slasher pic.” 

Richard Linoleum of Park Forest, Illinois: 
“The original title was Thursday the 12th (according 
to The Phantom), which had to be changed to avoid 
confusion with a film originally titled Thursday the 
12th (according to John Stanley), to avoid confusion 
with Saturday the 14th. Any film in which the 
seeing-eye dog drives the blind kid to school is my 
kind of flick. Unfortunately, James and Iare the only 
people on the planet who like it. The other Thursday 
the 12th is Pandemonium (1982), with Tom Smoth- 
ers and Paul (Look, ma, no hands) Reubens as 
Mounties trying to stop cheerleaders’ killings at It 
Had To Be U. Saturday the 14th (1981) stars He 
(Richard Benjamin) and She (Paula Prentiss). Sat- 
urday the 14th Strikes Back was released in 1988. 
Both are Julie Corman Productions. And let’s not 
forget Wacko (1981), with Andrew Dice Clay.” 

Bob Brown of Cairo, Illinois: “Pandemonium 
was made around 1982 and released, I believe, by 


ta a Artists. It was directed by Alfred Sole of 


Alice, Sweet Alice fame. I saw it when first released 
at the late lamented Sky-View Drive-In in Paris, 
Tennessee. It was very much in the style of Airplane 
and featured cameos by the likes of Tab Hunter and 
Donald O’Connor. Its most memorable aspect was 
the teaming of Tommy Smothers and Paul Reubens 
(not as Pee-Wee Herman) as the team investigating 
the murders (with Tommy dressed as a Canadian 
mountie!).” 

Dale M. Johnson of Cincinnati: “Pandemo- 
nium is a 1982 (Canadian?) effort starring Tommy 
Smothers (away from his winery) as a Mountie who 
rarely dismounts from his horse (I mean gets out of 
the saddle! Sheesh!) investigating murders at a 


Subscribe Now and Get ‘Even Hitler’ for a Lousy Ten Buchel | 


Send in now for a year’s subscription (new, renewal or gift) of We Are the Weird 
and you'll get a VHS copy of Ronnie Cramer’s critically acclaimed opus, Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend, for only $10 (regularly $14.95 plus shipping). Age 
statement required for video (18 or older). Hurry! Offer expires June 30, 1993. 








cheerleading camp. It also stars Carol Kane, Debra 
Lee Scott, Cindy Azzara, Miles Chapin (who?), Tab 
Hunter (!), Judge Reinhold (with his hair dyed 
bleach blond, or else it’s a really bad wig. He blows 
up, as I recall . . . a career move that can only be 
termed, in Judge’s case anyway, as ‘progress.’) and 
Eve Arden (!). It has a ‘surprise’ ending regarding 
the identity of the killer. I believe as the ‘kids’ arrive 
at the cheerleading camp, they are identified as 
‘Victim Number One,’ etc. Student Bodies (1981) 
stars the ‘unforgettable’ Kristen Ritter and Matthew 
Goldsby, but it’s pretty much a spoof of a ‘loony-on- 
the-loose’ movie—there are no jibes at Carrie, et al. 
It’s just pretty much a straight Friday the 13th 


ee Yes, here’s $45 for a year’s subscription and Even 
Hitler Had a Girlfriend—$80 in foreign countries. 


(> Make that $35 for a full year—$70 in foreign countries. 


Put me down for a half-year of hiney-kicking for $19.95. 
(Available in U.S. only) 
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Iron Joe Bob, $19 ea. 
The Cosmic Wisdom of Joe Bob Briggs, $17.95 ea. 


A Guide to Western Civilization, or My Story, 
$9.95 ea. 


Joe Bob Goes Back to the Drive-In, $10.95 ea. 


Please include $2 shipping per book. TX residents add 8.25% sales tax. 
Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery. 
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parody.” 
Bob Purdue of Las Vegas: 


“Wacko is one of my all-time favor- | 


ites. It starred George Kennedy, 
Joe Don Baker and Stella Stevens. 
It has sight gags galore. The plot 
concerns the ‘Lawnmower Killer’ 
who may strike again, as he did 10 
years ago. I believe it was the film 
debut of Andrew Dice Clay, who 
had a bit part. You'll have to ask 
him which part was bit. It has 
been released on videotape and 
any of the big rental stores should 
have it.” 

Chuck Hush of Pough- 
keepsie, New York: “Saturday the 
14th was a real dopey waste of 
time, the highlight of which was a 
screaming teenage bimbo in a 
towel. I believe she was Kari 
Michaelson from Gimmea Break.” 

Also answering correctly were 
Nate Allen of Albuquerque; Rob- 
ert Biales of Albany, New York; 
J.K. Jordan of Lewistown, Penn- 
sylvania; Kevin J. Maroney of 
Yonkers, New York; Neil 
McEachen of Lawrence, Kansas; 
Tim Murphy of El Monte, Cali- 
fornia; Greg Nikiel of Chantilly, 
Va.; Wes Pierce of Orlando; Chad 
Scheres of Los Angeles; Stan 
Schwartz of Collegeville, Penn- 
sylvania; Gary Shindler Jr. of 
Ponca City, Oklahoma; Aron 
Silverstone of Davis, California; 
Roger W. Simpson of Anaheim, 
California; Robert C. Smoot of 
Aberdeen, Maryland; and Fred 
Topel of Arnold, Maryland. 
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| Joe Bob’s Classifieds | 


Video Sales 


Carl J. Sukenick’s Mutant Massacre. VHS 
$29.95. Blood, nudity, violence. Free cata- 
log from CJS Films, c/o Sukenick, 10 Bur- 
gundy A, Delray Beach, FL 33484. 


Fanzines 


Get your bi-weekly fix of Joe Bob’s drive-in 
review—plus Zippy the Pinhead, Feiffer, 
Lynda Barry, Bizarro, The Quigmans, Mark 
Russell and more! $15/year or $2.50 for 
sample copy. Hoot, P.O. Box 02184, Colum- 
bus, OH 43202. 

Bruce on a Stick is the first fanzine dedi- 
cated to Bruce (Evil Dead) Campbell! Bruce 
paper doll included! Write Tyler, P.O. Box 
416, Tarrytown, NY 10591. 

Underground Office Memos Book. Hilari- 
ous, risqué, authentic memos! Mature read- 
ers. $3 cash or check. Yendie Boox Publish- 
ing, Inc., P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 

Bovine Gazette—Too weird for words. One 
dollar, 5/6 issues. All checks S.C. Taylor, 
P.O. Box 2263, Pasadena CA 91102. 
Roger Fnord, Sex God, finds Aladdin’s 
Lamp! Read what his three wishes are! 
Outrageously funny and kinky! $3, includes 


freebies. Age statement. Yendie Boox Pub-. 


lishing, P.O. Box 18679, Indianapolis, IN 
46218. 


Miscellaneous 


Greetings from Tromaville! We appreciate 


your enthusiasm for Tromabilia! The 
ultiimate movie collectables! Send $3 for 





catalog listing hundreds of Troma-tic items 
available—posters, t-shirts, cassettes of 
Troma trailers, buttons, photos from The 
Toxic Avenger I, II and III, Class of Nuke 
‘Em High I, II and III, Sgt. Kabukiman 
N.Y.P.D., Troma’s War, Bloodsucking 
Freaks, Def By Temptation, Rabid Gran- 
nies and many more! Tromabilia c/o Troma, 
Inc., Radio City Station, P.O. Box 486, New 
York, NY 10101-0486. 


Video Trades 


Interested in trading or copying videos? 
Send 8.A.S.E. toSuzanne L., 950 W. Linden 
St. #9, Riverside, CA 92507. 

Want Johnny Depp’s non-Jump Street TV 
(Slow Burn, Lady Blue, Hotel). Write to 


Mog Decarnin, 2230 Huron Dr., Concord, 
CA 94519. 
ORS Sanpete tne a al pee pero “Ty 


Get Yours— : 
Dirt Cheap! : 


Place a personal ad or message, sell 
or trade videos, publicize events! What- | 
ever! Fax your ad to 214-368-2310 and 
| charge to Visa/MasterCard for $1 addi- | 

tional fee (don't forget your signature 
and expiration date) or mail your ad with 
| check payable toWe Are The Weird, P.O. | 
| Box 2002, Dallas, TX 75221. Your ad will | 
| appear in approximately three weeks. | 


| Display advertising is $75 per inch. | 
$10 for 15 words | 

| 

| 


| 60 cents each additional word 
| 


Run the ad a second time at half 
price! 
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